
 

It had been a normal day at work for the woman. Her co-workers talking in the back 

room about the latest party they were going to, their unrestrained voices floating 

through the door to the front counter, the woman herself constantly working, trying to 

deliver the customer the vegan burger they didn’t have, and her boss, with his fat, 

sweating, red face, forgetting to give her her salary. She still reeked of half-cooked 

chips, and grease encased her fingers as she turned the door to her bathroom. 

 

“You should care more about your appearance. We’d be making a lot more money if 

you cared more about not looking like crap,” she remembered her boss yelling today, 

halfway through rinsing her face. Looking at the mirror, she realised it had been a 

gross understatement. There were wrinkles in her cheeks, where there once was 

not, and a sort of blank glaze over her eyes. When she opened her mouth, her teeth 

were stained yellow, and her hair, which had once been such a radiant, brown 

colour, now drooped like unwatered sunflowers. The woman was in her thirties, but 

one would have mistaken her for being in her sixties.  

 

The woman ventured into the kitchen. Jars, filled with a transparent, yet thickish 

liquid, covered her tabletop. They were stacked on shelves, on chairs, and on each 

other, too. There were even jars littering the floor, leaning against the walls. Each jar 

counted each day she had spent at her job. 

 

Looking at the jars, now, and the liquid they contained, the woman seemed to 

imagine the lids of the jars opening themselves, and being flung around the room, in 

all sorts of directions. The liquid appeared to be seeping out of the now open jars, 

and rising into the air, turning around, and around, and around, in a never-ending 

circle. The women couldn’t tear her eyes away from the scene. She knew it was all in 

her head, it was just a dream, a hallucination probably induced from the stress she 

had received from work today - but she was drawn to it. The vortex began to form 

shapes inside it, and these shapes began to turn into figures, which in turn became 

the woman, standing in front of her bathroom. The picture stayed as the woman, but 

the edges of the woman’s figure began to blur, as fast as it had formed. The liquid 

moved faster, and the picture thinned, until finally, the woman was nothing but a pile 

of steaming, crumpled clothes. At this, the woman blinked, and the jars reappeared 

as they were before.  

 

Her father had once told her to keep her emotions hidden, because the people 

around her would judge her for how she saw everything. Whenever she returned 

from work, she would pour all her miseries into a new jar, so that the world wouldn’t 

see her as she really was. 

 

The woman ran her sand-papery tongue over her cracked, white lips. 

 

It seemed to be working.  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 


